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Prologue: The Visitor 
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"You sure are pushing them," Paula Devereaux said as she 
watched the young adopted children of her son doing their 
chores. 


Her son, Raven Darkmoon, just grinned at his mother and said, 
"Kort." 


The ten year old stopped what he was doing, which was scrubbing 
the Darkmoons' porch with a long brush. He was handpushing the 
soapy instrument across the treated surface, leaving it clean and 
shiny. 


"Oh... um... Papa Raven says if we want to do our best in life, we 
start with hard work and dedication! It builds strength and 
character! And... uh... something... oh yeah!" the boy announced 
proudly. He then quickly stood and saluted Paula, then went back 
to his work. 


"Wow. So you're really set on building this school, huh?" Paula 
asked as she returned the child's salute, one she herself had 
come up with back when she was the Captain of the Imperial 
Guard. "I would have thought you'd wait for... sorry." She cut 
herself off, apologizing when she saw Raven's countenance 
change. 


“Mama Cheryl will come home," the other child, Kort's slightly 
older sister Jo said as she washed windows. "Any day now. Right, 
Papa Raven?" 


"Yeah." Raven agreed, seating himself on the steps leading up to 
his home. The house was a log house he built with help from Kage 
Masamune and Dane Garant along with a small construction team 
from his mother's company, Devereaux Enterprises. "She'll be 
around." It didn't take Paula much for her to understand he was 
mainly speaking for the children's sake. She didn't feel he really 
had any conviction behind his words. 


"Don't give up, Dad," Terra Dupre said as she walked up from the 
path between the trees. In her hands were two huge bags. "Good 
spot for a house. | almost get lost every time | come this way." 
Terra was Raven's older daughter, and was key in helping him 
keep his sanity since his wife, former Empress of Valladia turned 
rogue Cheryl Darkmoon had gone missing two years ago. 


"No one is giving up, Danielle." Raven replied with a smirk. He 
knew Terra hated her middle name and he would use it at every 


opportunity. It earned him a huff and an eyeroll from his daughter. 


“Terra, Dad. My name is Terra. Danielle is just a middle name you 
thought sounded pretty so you tacked it on. It's not pretty. Makes 
me think | should have been a trucker or a logger or something. 
Geez." 


"Miss Terra!" Kort yelled out, stopping his work to run past Raven 
and give Terra a hug. 


"Hey!" Jo shouted from the porch. "Get back to work!" 
Kort grunted, then looked back at his sister. "You're not my boss!" 


Jo chuckled. "Yeah, | am. Papa Raven says because I'm a year 
older, | outrank you when it comes to chores. Now, hop back to it, 
cadet!" 


"Dork," Kort muttered under his breath, but went back to his work. 
He hated being embarrassed in front of Terra, who was actually 
laughing at the whole scene. 


"Don't worry, kid," She said to the boy. "When you guys are done 
with chores | brought lunch. And | brought some dessert, too. Hot 
dogs with all the fixings, and | brought plenty. Is Rebecca around?" 


As if on cue, Rebecca Darkmoon, Terra's younger sister, threw 
open the door of the house and stepped out. "Terra? When did 
you get here? Oh, allow me to get those," she said, walking past 
her father to take the bags of food from Terra. "Something smells 
good." 


"I brought hot dogs for lunch, enough to feed everyone." 


"Sounds good. I've got some leftovers in the fridge we can heat 
up later for dinner," Rebecca said with a smile. "Soda too. Lots of 
soda." 


Terra was almost always surprised at what a bit of an odd duck 
her sister was. As a baby, Rebecca was ripped from the loving 
care of her parents and was instead raised by the enemy, the one 
known as the Dark Emperor, Styphon, Lord of the Black. In truth, 
he was the reincarnation of Odiron, the ancient evil Valladian 
dragon god of death. The strange collusion of events that allowed 


for the dragon's resurrection and eventual overpowering of 
Lexford and its ruling family had torn the city apart. Rebecca was 
lost during the confusion, kidnapped by an agent of evil in the 
guise of House Darkmoon's pageboy, Thaddeus. 


Styphon raised Rebecca to be a killer, a soldier with no thoughts 
of disobedience and a skilled mage in the dark arts of 
necromancy, which she had since renounced. Rebecca ended up 
in a clash with her own father on the battlefield. Once Raven 
transformed into his Raku wolf form, he caught the scent on the 
wind as he fought her and realized immediately that General 
Aurora Del Styphonos, Styphon's supposed daughter and 
enforcer, was actually his long lost daughter. Raven used his 
agility and skills to escape in the night, refusing to do battle with 
his own blood. 


During their next encounter, he surrendered to the general and 
was taken to an island prison. There, he was interrogated by her. 
He told her nothing she could use against him or the band of 
friends who had come together to defeat Styphon, but he did tell 
her that she was blinded. He suggested she leave him there, and 
to go out and see how Styphon and his soldiers rea//y treated the 
citizens of the world they were supposed to be protecting and so 
she did, fully expecting her captive to be lying. 


She donned a disguise and saw firsthand that civilians were being 
enslaved, robbed, and murdered. She saw how her own soldiers 
treated people when she went into taverns, where soldiers would 
laugh at the people they bullied, threw their weight round, 
threatened their servers with imprisonment and worse if they 
didn't hurry with their orders, and in one instance, the abuse of a 
serving woman. 


The revelation that this was how her army and ruler truly were, 
that she was brought up to believe their lies and fall in with their 
wickedness, made her sick. She immediately went back and freed 
her father, then joined him and his allies in their fight. During this 
time, her true origins were explained to her and as time went on, 
she had come to accept they told her the truth. 


Once the war ended, Terra helped her move into the city of 


Trystania, which was the Darkmoons' home at the time. A few 
days after that, both Terra and Cheryl visited Rebecca in her new 
home, and what they found there broke their hearts. All they 
found in her pantries were a meager collection of ration tins, no 
furniture except a military cot for sleeping, and a small stack of 
books that were mostly military manuals. 


Cheryl immediately told her daughters that they were going out 
shopping, that no child of hers was going to live like that, and so 
they set about helping Rebecca adjust to civilian life. They bought 
her plenty of food, some furniture including a bed, and all the 
little things Rebecca might have needed for proper house care as 
well as some personal decorations they allowed Rebecca herself 
to pick out. 


It was during this trip that Rebecca bought a bottle of soda to 
drink on the way home, and once she tried it, discovered one of 
her greatest pleasures. She enjoyed the sweet drink so much she 
had her sister go with her to buy six cases. She would have 
bought more if Cheryl hadn't admonished her that drinking too 
much of it would be detrimental to her health. Rebecca did use 
moderation after that, but she did love it so much she always had 
some with her. That didn't change when she decided to stay with 
her father for a while. 


Even now, Rebecca refused to call her mother or father "Mom," or 
"Dad," despite their many efforts to get her to do so. Instead, she 
always addressed them formally, always polite, always with 
respect even if she disagreed with what they said. The family 
attributed it to her upbringing, and Rebecca herself supposed that 
was true. However, she had trouble differentiating between her 
father's jokes and when he was being serious so much that Terra 
would often have to explain to her which mood Raven was in. 


"She insists on cooking and cleaning and basically refuses to let 
me do any kind of work around here," Raven said after Rebecca 
had gone back into the house and well out of hearing range. "So 
yeah, thanks again for showing her how to cook and clean." 


"You. Are. Welcome," Terra replied with a grin that she knew would 


get on his nerves. She followed her sister into the house. 


"Be thankful," Paula told her son, watching the interaction. She 
knew there was no maliciousness behind Raven's sarcasm. It was 
something she often did herself, and would not have been 
surprised if he picked it up from her. "Becky's only trying to help, 
in her own way. You know how much she loves and respect you." 


"I know, mom." 


"And then there's... huh?" Paula was cut off as she heard the 
engine of an unfamiliar vehicle. A moment later, she saw it 
coming up the winding path leading to the house. "Who's this?" 


The vehicle was a long black car, with two small flags portruding 
from the front. One was the Westcross flag, the other the Imperial 
flag adorned with a large red griffin. 


“Someone who thinks a lot of his importance," Raven replied, 
narrowing his eyes. He rose from his spot on the steps, then 
waited. The car stopped, and the door opened. A moment later a 
familiar looking man stepped out, accompanied by a shorter man 
with a thin pointy mustache. Both were dressed in blue military 
regalia. 


“Captain Rimer Siboro, attendant to his Lordship, Governor of the 
city and country of Westcross," the short man said with beaming 
pride. Something about his voice sounded shrill and unpleasant. 

"We are here to..." 


Raven ignored him, instead focusing his attention on the taller 
one. "Governer Alexander Maxim. It's been a while, and we're all 
pretty busy around here. What do you want?" 


"| need to speak with you, Lord Darkmoon. It's urgent, and highly 
classified. For your ears only, I'm afraid," Maxim answered, and 
Raven had to admit he seemed weary and a little afraid, unlike 
the last time they met with each other. He would have turned him 


down, but he was curious. 


"Fine. Let's go inside," he said after a few tense moments of 
silence. 


"Yes. That seems the best course." 


Raven gave the governor and Siboro a curt nod, then motioned 
for everyone to follow him into the house. As they moved to 
accompany Raven and the governor, Siboro called out. 


“The governor said a/one." 


Raven stopped, then gave him a glare. "If you have something to 
say, we will talk, but | am no longer in the habit of keeping secrets 
from my family. Now, are you coming, or do we part ways here?" 


After some grumbling, Siboro followed after the group. He was 
finding his first encounter with the eccentric Lord Darkmoon to be 
a very unpleasant one. 


